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I, Geronimo Sulton, have a » 
SOO 


lot of mouse friends, but none as 


spooky as my friend CREEPELLA VS 


os 


VON CACKLEFUR! She is an 
enchanting and MYST@R/00$ mouse with 
a pet bat named Bitewing. Creepella lives in a 
CEMETERY, sleeps in a marble sarcophagus, and drives 
a hearse. By night she is a special effects and set 
designer for SCARY FILMS, and by day she’s studying 
to become a journalist! Her father, Boris von 
Cacklefur, runs the funeral home Fabumouse 
Funerals, and the von Cacklefur family owns the 
CREEPY Cacklefur Castle, which sits on top of a 
skull-shaped mountain in MYSTERIOUS VALLEY. 
YIKES! I'm a real ‘fraidy 
mouse, but even I think 
Creepella and her family are 
LW NGULLANY fascinating. 
I can’t wait for you to read 
this Fa-mouse-ly Funny and 
SPECTACULARLY SPOOKY tale! 
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A MYSTERIOUS 
MESSAGE 


Night fell on New Mouse City as quickly as a 
flash of lightning. The sky was as black 
as the eyes of a hungry cat. Only the 
CHEDDAR YELLOW light of the full 
moon shene through the 
DARKNESS. | pulled 
my jacket closer and 
hurried on my way. 

Sorry, I haven’t introduced 
myself. My name is Stilton, Geronimo 
Wilton. \ am the publisher of The 
Rodent’s Gazette, the most famouse 
newspaper on Mouse Island! 

You're probably wondering: What was a 


A MysTERious gan MESSAGE 


mouse like me doing out on a Spooky night 
like this? Well, I'll tell you. 

You see, I had to go back to my office to 
get some papers. I had done a bunch of 
research on SCARY stories. Just thinking 
about those stories makes my whiskers 
cur) with fright! 

Anyway, when I arrived at The Rodents 
Gazette, I jumped in surprise. A light was 
giowinge in one of the windows. I thought 
that was STRANGE. I'm always careful to 
turn the lights off when I leave. I don't like 
wasting energy! 

I slowly stepped inside my office. 
Whoosh! A gust of ICY wind blew through 
an open window. I didn’t remember leaving 
a window open. | went to close it when... 


“RAD HHY 


Ma 
: aft ay 
AT 
Aiegiogial 
(pelagial 





A MysTERIous gan MESSAGE 


I noticed a purple BAT sitting on the 
windowsill, STARING at me! 

I let out another scream of TERROR and 
fainted. 

I started to wake up when I felt something 
tickling my whiskers. The bat was waving a 
wing in front of my nose. 

“What are you faintin§ for?” the bat 
screeched in my ear. 

“Wake up! Wake up! Wake up! 
Message for you! Message for you! 
Message for youl” 

I was terrified. “F-f-f-from wh-whom?” | 
stammered. 

The bat sneered. “Why, from CREEPELLA 

VON CACKLEFUR, of course!” 





That’s when I finally 
recognized him: It was 
Bitewing, the strange 
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von Cacklefur family’s pet bat. 

Then I noticed that Bitewing 
was holding a sealed roll of 
papers in his Claws. Before | 
could ask what it was, he dropped 
it on my desk and flew off into the DARE 
night, squealing, 








I must admit that I was relieved to see 
Bitewing fly off. | took a deep breath to 
calm myself. Then I sat down at my desk. 
With trembling paws, I unrolled the 
papers and began to read. 

My friend CREEPELLA VON CACKLEFUR had 
written a long story set in the faraway 
MYSTERIOUS VALLEY. After reading just a 
few lines, I could tell I was in for a cHiLLing 
apventure. 
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CREEPELLA had drawn illustrations to go 
along with the story. I have to say, she has a 
very ORFZTNAL style! 

The story was so fascinating that I couldn't 
put it down. I read all through the night. | 
finally finished when the first @oye of fy 
shone through my office window. 

I yawned. “What a strange tale.” 

At that moment, my nephew Benjamin 
and his friend Bugsy Wugsy walked into 
my office. 

“Hey, Uncle, what are you reading?” 

Benjamin asked curiously. 
I read them one of my 
favorite sections of the 
story. They loved it! 
“It's such a STRANGE 
story... but THRILLING!” 
they both agreed. 
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My sister, THEA, arrived next. She works 
as a special correspondent for The 
Rodent’s Gazette, I showed 
her the story, too. 
“These illustrations are 
STRANGE .. . but THRILLING!” 
Thea commented. 

Then my cousin TRAP stumbled into 
my office. He read the story while eating a 
cheese sandwich, smearing mozzarella all 
over my desk. 

“It's a STRANGE adventure... 
but THRILLING!” Trap said. 7 

One by one, all of the y 
mice who work at The 
Rodent’s Gazette came 
into my office. They were 
curious to see what all the 
fuss was about. | shared 
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Creepella’s story and illustrations with all 
of them. 

“What STRANGE characters... but so 
THRILLING!” they murmured. Soon my 
office was crowded with chatting mice. The 
last time I saw everyone so excited was on 
FREE CHEESE DAY at the market! Then a 


loud voice rang through my office. 
_GRAAAAAAANDSON! 
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It was my grandfather, William Shortpaws. 

“What's happening here? Is this some 
kind of party?” he yelled. 

“Let me tell you —” I began. 

“I have no time for stories,” he SNAPPED. 
“Get to work!” 

“But this is a story. I mean, a story is the 
reason we're excited,” I explained. | handed 
him Creepella’s tale. “What do you think? 









Isn’t it STRANGE?” 
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He read the pages, tapping his foot on 
the floor, His tail twitched. He stroked his 
Whiskers, Finally, he shouted, “It’s an 
EXTREMELY STRANGE story, Grandson... 
but it’s also EXTREMELY THRILLING!” 

As you can see, everyone was very excited 
about Creepella’s story. So I decided to 
publish it! It’s called THE THIRTEEN GHOSTS. 
In fact, it’s the very story you hold in your 
paws. 


HAPPY READING! 








Good MoRNING, 


GLOOMERIA! 





Deep in the dark heart of Mysterious Valley 
lay the ancient city of Glagmeria. still 
wrapped in the SMQ@HSHE of night, the 
city was as dreary as ever. A thick POs 
floated through the streets like a ghost, 
pushed by a breath of wind fainter than a 
mummy's sigh. 

The people of Gloomeria still SVORED 
in their beds. 

Only a few sneaky shadows moved through 
the dark streets: the DatS from the valley. 
They zipped and zoomed around before 
going home for the day. As they soared and 
swirled, the first light of dawn began to 


Goop Morninc, GLoomeria! “— 


shine. A sharp squeal rang through the 
valley. 


“Good morning, Gloomeri® 


The squealer was a small purple bat named 
Bitewing with pointy teeth and §RIGMT 
yellow eyes. Bitewing flew CReeKEDLY 
from one roof to the next. He bounced from 
chimney to chimney like a ball in a pinball 
machine. He was lost in the CO: He 
flapped his wings. 
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Goop Morxinc, GLoomeria! 


“Home! Home! Home!” 
He heard the familiax notes of a pipe organ 
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He flew away from the city, toward an 
eerie hill shaped like a SKULL. A spooky 
castle sat on top of the hill; Cacklefur 
Castle! it was the STRANGE home of the 
STRANGEST family in the very STRANGE 
Mysterious Valley—the von Cacklefur 
family! 

Bitewing flew to a window at the top of 
the castle. Through the glass he heard the 
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A voice from inside called out, “Bitewing, 
you're finally BOOB: Come here!” 

The face of a bewitching young 
mouse appeared at the window. She had 
JET-BLALK hair and deep G?eon eyes. 
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It was CREEPELLA VON CACKLEFUR, a 
journalist who was always on the hunt 
for the most mysterious stories. The music 
that had helped Bitewing find his way home 
was Creepella’s creepy alarm clock. 

CREEPELLA tossed a tasty treat to her bat. 
It was BuZ-ftavorep candy, his favorite! ~. 

Bitewing squeaked with happiness. ‘ 





—<—- 


yummy! Yum, Yurim . 


Creepella looked out at the dismal valley 
in front of her and sighed. “I must get 
to work, I have to write a truly CHILLING 
article for we Saivery News.” 
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Every creature in Mysterious Valley read 
Tne Snivery News. 

“IT already have the title,” Creepella 
continued. “‘The Secret Life of the Ghosts 
of Mysterious Valley.’” 

Bitewing fluttered around the room. “The 
title’s not bad, but if you dont HURRY 
WP and write the article, you'll never make 
the deadline!” he squeaked. 

“Well, I have to research it first!” Creepella 
replied, annoyed. “I’m a serious journalist, 
after all!” 

Bitewing giggled. “Hee hee hee! If you're 
such a serious journalist, you should be 
using the right tools!” 

He ove into an old, dusty 
trunk. Huffing and puffing, he 
pulled out an old typewriter. 

“This belonged to your great- 
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great-grandmother Misery von Cacklefur, 
the famous author of HORROR novels,” the 
bat explained. 

“You're so GLD-FASHIGNED, Bitewing,” 
Creepella scoffed. “Don’t you know that 
everyone uses GOMPUTERS now? Even 
Misery wouldn't use that old thing if she 
were alive today.” 

Her ¢®eoh eyes gleamed. “What I really 
need is the right OUTFIT! Let me get ready. 
We can talk more when I’m done.” 

“Of course!” Bitewing agreed. “How can 
you write anything if you're not properly 
dressed?” 


GHOSTLY 


GLAMOUR 





Creepella put on her makeup in front of 
the bathroom mirror. 
“It would be best if I could meet a lot of 
GHOSTS,” she murmured. “Then I could ask 
them what everyone wants to know: 
“What are your favorite houses 
to HRU NT?’ ‘What is 
your secret to being 
Scary?’ Then my 
article would be truly 
chilling!” 
She brushed her long 
BLACK HAIR. Then 
she styled it with a rotting 





Ghostly GLAMouR “— 
geen 6 mae fom) >) 
spiderwebs. Finally, she 


brushed her cheeks with 
POwDeR the color of the 
full moon. 
&J “Perfect! Now I look pale 
: and ghostly!” She looked at 
herself in the mirror, satisfied. 

Then she took her favorite 
pea@fyvMe and sprayed it 
behind her ears. 

“The scent of lizard spit! 
What a wonderful §£6Gf!" she exclaimed. 
“Now I just need one last 
GLOOMY touch” gr-- 

— 


She carefully applied her 


favorite lip gloss: weet ” 
Drool. 


She looked at herself in her large mirror. 
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“You look Yorgeovus, Miss Creepella!” 
the mirror said in a high-pitched voice. 

“Thanks, Mirror!” CREEPELLA replied. 
“Now I just have to pick the right dress.” 

Next Creepella turned to Wardrebe, 
the huge walking, talking cabinet that held 
all of her clothes. 

“WardreBe!” she called. “Are you 
ready? It’s an important day and I need to 
look extra GLOOMY.” 

Wardrobe opened its doors as quickly 
as a bat flaps its wings. “Here are my 
suggestions, Miss Creepella! Today is a lovely 
FOGGY day. It’s SEIRMFY degrees out, 
with 99 percent humidity. I suggest outfit 
number 368: a leng purple dress. It has 
just the right amount of GLOOM about 
it. I'd finish the look with a pink jacket 
made of the finest COBWEBS, perfect 
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for a beautifully HUMID 
day like today. Id also 
recommend a set of imitation 
WEREWOLF-SKIN gloves. 
And if you have an important 
meeting, you must wear your 
STLKY bat-wing shawl.” 

“Thank you, thank you, Wardrebe, 
Creepella said gratefully. “You always know 
just what to recommend. Today I don’t have 
any meetings. I just need to find some 
fabulously frightening ideas!” 

She put on the purple dress. Then she 
opened her jewelry box and put 
a Side necklace around 
her neck. 








Today | suggest 
out fit i seb a 


long, purple dress. 
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Wardrobe 


Many legends surround this antique wardrobe, which once belonged 
to Creepella’s great-great-great-grandmother, Chi-Chi von Cacklefur 
Chi-Chi was the most famouse fashionista in Mysterious Valley. The 
stories say that there are secret passageways, trapdoors, and trunks 
that Wardrobe opens only on special occasions, such as the Whirling 
Bat Ball. No one knows how big it is, or how many outfits it holds 


Full Moon Halloween, 


lasses hat Forgotten 
Coat Lor the 919° Swamp 


Grand Spider Stench 
Ball perfume 


jewelry 
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Creepella STQ@HED, sat down at her 
computer, and began to write. 

Sensational article by Creepella von 
Cacklefur (to be read only by those who 
don’t suffer from shivers, frights, and 
terrors!) 

“First of all, what does it mean to be a 
ghost?” she asked herself. 

She walked over to the bookcase and took 
out an enormous book: 


DAILY ALMANAC OF 
MYSTERIOUS VALLEY, 
WITH CHAPTERS ON THE 


FULL MOON, ECLEPSES, 
y¥ AND GHOSTLY BEHAVIOR 
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CREEPELLA flipped through the MOLDY 
pages. 

“Aha!” she exclaimed, “Haunted castles . . . 
prankster ghosts... mySterious events. 
This is just what I need to write my article!” 








Creepella wrote a few lines. Then 
she stopped and STARED at the 
ceiling. She STARED out the 
window, and then STARED 
at the floor. Finally, she burst 
out, “TOADSTOols! [ need 
some inspiration!” 
“I bet | could write it 
as quickly as I can flap 
my wing!” Bitewing 












teased. 

CREEPELLA stood 
up. “That’s enough! 
Shoo! S¢PaM!” 


Do Nor Disrurs! “ 


She waved away Bitewing, who made a 
fast exit through the door. Then she hung a 


on the doorknob: 





» Do Nor Disrurs! 


She had just closed the door when someone 
knocked and came in. It was Boneham, 
the von Cacklefur family’s butler. 

“Miss Creepella, I must inform you that 
breakfast is served!” the butler 
| said. 
| “T have an article to write!” 
Creepella told him. “I don’t 
want to be digterhed today, 
and I am not coming down for 
breakfast!” 

Boneham raised an egebrow, 
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but he didn’t leave. Seconds later, someone 
else knocked on the door. A mouse with a 
WERE-CANARY in her hair walked in. 

It was Madame LaTomb, the family 
housekeeper. She was very concerned. 

“CREEPELLA, my dear, 
why are you skipping 
breakfast?” she asked. 
“You know that an 
eartuworm smoothie is the 
best way to start the day!” 










“Yes, but I need to Write,” 

Creepella insisted. 

She started to close the door, but 
two more mice stepped in. Now 
she was face-to-face with 

her father, Boris von Cacklefur, 

and Grandma Crypt. 
Their Whiskers were 
twitching with worry. 

“Creepella, are you 
okay?” her father 
asked. “Does your 
throat HUR.F, or 
your head, or your 
feet, or your 








back, or your 
tummy, or 
your —” 
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Do Nor Disrurs! “ 


Creepella interrupted him. “Thanks, but 
I'm ¥-I-IN-#. There's nothing Wrong!” 
Suddenly, they heard strange noises. It 
sounded like someone was chewing on the 

doorknob: 
! 


40% 


It was CHOMPERS, 
the von Cacklefur 
family’s meat-eating plant. 

“Chompers, get your teeth 
off of my doorknob!” Creepella scolded. 
“You'll scratch it!” 

A big red COCKREACH crawled out 
from behind the plant. It dragged a cookie 
behind it. 


$33 









» Do Nor Disrurs! 


The cockroach offered the cookie to 
Creepella. 

Creepella sighed. “Thanks, KAFK@, 

2*. you're sweet. But I don’t want your 


cookies for breakfast!” 
Knock! Knock! Knock! 
“Who is it now?” Creepella asked. 


The door opened and in came GHEP 
STEWRAT, the family cook, dragging a big 
pot of stew. 

“Miss Creepella, please tell me the truth!” 
CHEP STGWRAT looked very upset. “Are 
you skipping breakfast because you hate 
my stew? Where did I go wrong? I could add 
a nice stinky sock for more flavor. Or a 
little piece of dragon BONE. Or maybe 
some earthworm spleen. Tell me the 
problem, and I'll fix it!” 


SSEBES 
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The chef started to cry, and Creepella tried 
to make him feel better. “CHEP STGWRAT, 
your stew is DELICIOVS as always,” she 
began. “It's just that...” 

Chef Stewrat blew his nose and then 
threw his handkerchief into the pot. “SNIFF! 
You're just saying that to make me feel 
better. But I know that you don’t like my 
stew anymore. I'll never cook again!” 

Shivereen, Creepella’s niece, 
Whispered in her ear. “Auntie, 
look how sad GHGP sTGWRAT 
is,” Shivereen said. “Please come 
downstairs and have breakfast!” 

CREEPELLA gave in. “All right, 
I'll have breakePast!” 

Breakfast wouldnt help 
with her article, but at least 


& 3 










The terrible wins, 
Snip and Snap 





Chef Stewrat was Sr iling again. 

They all went down to the dining room. 
The {6rrihlé {wins, Snip and Snap, were 
already seated at the table. When they saw 
Creepella come in, they both shouted, “Sit 
here next to us!” 


Creepella sighed. “I know you two— 
you've probably covered the chair with 
STINKY wild lavender oil, or some other 


flowery scent. Yuck!” 

The twins were disappointed. “We never 
get to play PR@MKS on you,” they 
complained. “You always figure them out!” 

Creepella chose another seat and quickly 
ate her breakfast. “I need to write my article 

in peace,” she muttered to herself. “I'll 

have to go to the only quiet place in 
the castle... .” 





GRANDPA 
FRANKENSTEIN’S 


STUDY 





After breakfast, CREEPELLA left the dining 
room. She walked down a long hallway, 
turned right, and opened a squeaky door. 
She passed through a crypt. Then she walked 
down a narrow staircase, ducking to avoid 
the spider 5 hanging from the ceiling. 
Finally, she stopped in front of a door with a 
sign on it: 





GRANDPA FRANKENSTEIN'’S SrUuDY \ 


“Grandpa, it’s me!” Creepella shouted. She 
opened the door and entered the 
shaped study. Dark purple velvet covered the 
walls, and the room was stuffed with all 
kinds of unusual gadg«bs and equipment. 

Grandpa Frankenstein’s green Si)uf stuck 
up over a lab table in the back of the room. 
“Come in, my dearest granddaughter!” he 
called out in a shrill voice. “I'm over here, 
conducting an EXPERIMENT!” 

Creepella was going to ask what 
kind of experiment it was, when... 
‘pang! A bright flash of lightning 
lit up the room. Creepella rushed 
over to her grandfather, worried. 

“Grandpa, are you okay?” she 
asked. 

“P-p-p-perfect!” he replied with 
a stutter. 





— GRANDPA FRANKENSTEIN’S Sruby 


His FUR was sticking straight up all over 
his body! But he was too excited to notice. 
“Hurray! The experiment was a success! 
I have made POwpeRED soup mix using 
mummy bandages,” he said proudly. “I can 
see the headlines already: ‘Prepare Authentic 
MUAMY SOUP in Your Own Kitchen!’” 
He handed a cup of 
SMOKING soup to 
Rad Creepella. “Would you 
like to taste it? 












It tastes just like ancient EGYPT!” 

“Um, thanks, Grandpa, but I just had 
breakfast,” Creepella replied, shaking 
her head. “Anyway, I need your help! I 
have to write an article about ghosts, 
but I don’t know where to start.” 
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GRANDPA FRANKENSTEIN’S STUDY 


Grandpa Frankenstein hugged 
Creepella. “Of course I will help 
you, my dear granddaughter!” 
he cried. 

“Thank you, Grandfather. You 
see, to write a truly CHILLING article, | 
need to interview a real ghost,” Creepella 
explained. 






Her grandfather thought for a moment. 
“Why don’t you 
talk to Booey, 


the GHOST 


who haunts 






our castle?” 
“I can't,” 
CREEPELLA 
moaned, 
“Booey’s on 
vacation. 
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He’s haunting an old Scottish castle. We just 
got a POS'TCARD from him. Who knows 
when he’s coming back!” 

Grandpa Frankenstein thought some more. 
Then he smacked his p§wW on his forehead. 
“I've got it! My grandfather’s grandfather's 
grandfather’s grandfather used to say that 
Squeakspeare Mansion was HAUNTED by 
ghosts,” he told her. “Do you know it? It’s 
a deliciously DREA@Y mansion on the 
outskirts of GLOOMERTA. Why don’t you 


check it out?” eros my 


= hugged Chg f 0 e cH, 
him. “Great idea, o> 


Grandpa. I'll go & Ra 
to Squeakspeare %, # 
Mansion right now! rs od 
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FOR A SCOOP 





Creepella jumped into her car, a TURBORAPID 
3000. The convertible hearse was the 
best one on the market. \ 


hoe yo" 





Shivereen ran after her, “Auntie, are you 
going after a SCOOP? Can I go with you?” 


Ox the Hunt For A Scoop “ y 


“Of course!” CREEPELLA replied. “Bring 
the camera. You can be my official 
puetecraruer!” 

Bitewing fluttered past them, and 
Creepella caught him by the foot. “I need 
you to come, too, please. You can help me 
take notes!” 

The purple bat sighed. “I was just going to 
take a nap!” 

Shivereen and Bitewing strapped on their 
seat belts. Then Creepella drove down the 
long road leading away from Cacklefur Castle. 

“Bitewing, you know every road in 
Mysterious Valley,” Creepella said. “Which 
way to Squeakspeare Mansion?” 

Bitewing looked around. “Let’s see, 
Squeakspeare Mansion. First, drive down 
MAUNTED WILL. Then turn right on 
MUMMY ROAD” 


: ~ Ox rhe Hunt For A Scoop 


“What's next?” Creepella asked. 

“Cross the Bridge of Shaky Steps over the 
Whirling River,” Bitewing instructed. “Now 
turn left on Ectopiasm Roap. Squeakspeare 
Mansion is number thirteen!” 

Then he started to hop in his seat. 


“THAT'S IT! WE'RE HEREY 


Creepella stopped in front of a dark 
MANSION with lots of [OWLS and 
balconies. 

“Wow, this place is GHOULISH!” 
Bitewing squealed in excitement. 

Creepella nodded. “The outside looks 
QVTTE SPooky. | hope we find some 
ghosts inside!” 

“I hope so, too!” Shivereen agreed. “But 
how are we going to get in?” 

Suddenly, Bitewing’s EYES lit up 


Ts 


a 





— On rhe Hunr For 4 Scoop 


with SUrpriSe. There’s someone — or 
SOMETHING — moving in the garden!” 

Shivereen looked over the rickety garden 
fence. “Bitewing’s right, Auntie! There’s a 
big pile of SUitCaSeS in there. I can see 
a bail sticking out from behind them. 
Maybe it’s a ghost!” 

With a nod, Creepella got out of the car 
and slowly crept up to the pile. 

YANK! She gave the tail a good tug. “I've 
caught you, my dear ghost!” she shouted. 


“A&aaaaaaargi! 


a voice screamed. 














A mouse 
with Ped 
hair appeared 
from behind the 
suitcases. He wasn’t 
OLE-THAROUGH at all. 

Creepella was disapointed. 
“But you're not a GHOST!” she 
complained. 
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Bitewing fluttered around the mouse. 
“Confirmed! He is definitely not a 
ghost! He’s a mouse from his FUR to 
his Whiskers!” 
The shaken-up mouse sat down on a 
suitcase. “BoUNnCINg beekmarks! 
Wh-wh-who are you?” he asked, 
tenderly rubbing his tail. 
“I'm Creepella von Cacklefur, 
and this is my niece Shivereen,” 
Creepella replied. “Who are you?” 

“My name is Squeakspeare, BiLLY 
SQUEAKSPEAPe,” the mouse responded. 
“Marvelous!” Creepella cried happily. 
“Then you must be the owner of 
Squeakspeare Mansion. Can 
you let us in?” 

“No, I can’t... I mean, yes... 








Ab are 
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Who Is He? He is the famouse author of super- 
sappy romantic novels. His biggest bestseller is 
Two Hearts and a Pot of Fondue, a love story set in a 
cheese shop. 


Wuere Does He Live? Billy just moved to a dark 
mansion on the edge of Gloomeria. He inherited the 
house from his great-great-great-uncle William. He 
hopes to find peace and quiet there so he can write 
his novels. But he doesn’t know that things are never 
peaceful in Mysterious Valley. . . . 


Hosay: Growing roses to give to his girlfriend . . . if 
he ever gets one. 


Secret Wish: To star in a movie based on one of 
his novels, but it’s only a wish. In real life, he’s much 
too nervous to act in front of a 
camera! 


Favorite Fooo: Ravioli 
(but only the kind filled with 
cheese) in a cheese sauce 
(but only if the cheese 
has been aged for twenty 
years) with chopped 
nuts (but only nuts from 
the trees that grow in 
Mousylvania). 
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yor! mean, Yo 
I mean, who knows?” he stuttered. 

“Is your tongue tied in a KNeT 
or something?” Creepella asked 
impatiently. 

“No,” Billy replied. “But I just 
inherited the mansion, and | haven't 
been able to get in myself!” 

Creepella raised an eyebrow. 
“Don't you have the KEYS?” 

Billy's whiskers were twitching 
nervously. “I do, but as soon as | 
step through the door, something pushes me 
back out! I end up flat on my fur with all 
four PAWS in the air.” 

“IT smell a mystery!” Creepella exclaimed. 
“Are there any CLUES?” 

BILLY took a piece of paper out of his 
pocket and gave it to Creepella. “I don't know 


about clues, but I do have this ER |. 





si squeakspeare: 
Where have you been hiding? 
yo ‘have inherited a mansion 


pear Mansion ison the outskirts of Gloomeria, 
in the lovely (but of cours that’s a mater of ast) 
Mysterious valley. 

ansion, should you 


enclosed the keys 1 them 
yor may change your mind) 


p.s. I'm including a map ofthe house, but! wouldn't rely 
on it, The walls seem to be always moving! 

pps. Ifyou have any trouble don't ask us for help! 

pp.p.s. could you send mean autographed copy of 
Two HEARTS AND A Pot of FONDUE? 
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I received it a month ago from a lawyer in 
Mysterious Valley.” 

Shivereen clasped her SBE together. 
“You wrote Tivo Hearts and a Pot of Fondue? 
That is a Super-romantic novel! I've 
read it thirteen times!” she squealed. 

“Why, yes, that’s right. 'm a wPiten” 
Billy replied. 

CREEPELLA wasn't impressed. She had her 
own article to worry about. “Good for 
you, Billy,” she snapped. “Now let’s stop 
wasting time.” 


“ , y 
Yesss! We're huntin g for ghost? 


Bitewing added, flapping his wings. 

Billy turned PALL. “Gh-gh-ghosts?” he 
stuttered. 

“Yesss!” Bitewing squeaked. “We've heard 
that your house is FULL of them! They must 


— On rhe Hunt For A Scoop 


be the ones who pushed you out the door.” 

“Let’s go FF NO them,” Creepella said, 
impatiently tapping her paw. 

Billy tried to PROTEST. “Do we have 
to? I mean, really...” 

But it was no use. Creepella took him 
by the arm and BRAGGED him up to 
the front door. Shivereen and Bitewing 
followed behind. 


epilly, dear, Please open the goo"? 


she said firmly. “If we go in together, they 
won't be able to push all of us out!” 


several times over the 
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SQUEAKSPEARE 
MANSION 


13. EcropLasM ROAD, GLOOMERIA, MYSTERIOUS VALLEY 


This gloomy home was built in 1813 by the famouse architect 
Timothy Tombstone, a specialist in the design of cemeteries. 
With its frosted windows and twisted towers, it's considered 
to be a masterpiece. etre” » 
In.1913, director Cecil B. 
DeMouse chose itas the | 
location for the classic 

~ horror film, SCREAMS 
AT MIDNIGHT. 
Ithas changed hands 














years. No one has ever 


lived there for very long. = | 
That's probably because its 









SOUEAKSPEARE 
MANISION 


BiLLY opened the door with his key. 
Creepella went in first. A MOLDY stench 


tickled her Whiskers. The room was as 





SOUEAKSPEARE MANSION 


as a werewoll’s fur. The only light 


. i. * 
came from three flickering candles. 


Billy trembled like a leaf. He thought he 
saw curious EYES staring at him from 
every direction. 

“D-d-d-o you think we're b-b-being 


watched?” he stammered. 





SOUEAKSPEARE MANSION 


Bitewing silently flew next to Billy and 
whispered in his ear, 


“QODDDDDDDNNNNDO!” 


Billy }u ped. “Help! What was that?” 

Bitewing laughed. “It’s just me, Silly Billy!” 

Before they could take another step, 
BiLLY shrieked again. “Wh-who pulled my 
whiskers?” 

“You just walked into some COBWEBS,” 
Bitewing said with a giggle. (Being a bat, he 
had no trouble getting around in the dark.) 

“Still,” CREEPELLA said thoughtfully. 
“Something’s not right. Those candles just 
went out.” 

“You're right!” Shivereen cried. “I bet a 
GHOST blew them out!” 

“It was probably a GHOST who lit them in 
the first place,” Bitewing pointed out. 


SOUEAKSPEARE MANSION 


BiLLY shuddered. “A ?” He 


looked terrified. 


Creepella stayed C2 Im. She walked to a 


felele)mrsiareme)srep ice mle 





SOUEAKSPEARE MANSION 


“Looks like the kitchen,” she remarked. 

A teapot was steaming on the kitchen 
table in the center of the room. Some teabags 
were sticking out of the lid: Musylvanid 
Moldy Morning BréW. Next to the teapot, 
someone had left a_ half-eaten triple 
chocolate cake covered in icing. 

“Hmm. It looks like someone was just 
making a snack,” Shivereen guessed. 

“Yes, you're right. Someone just made a 
SNACK!” Bitewing squeaked. 

«“JyMpiiic mUmemiksi- Creepella 
exclaimed. “Billy, someone just made a 
SNACK! Can you believe it?” 

“A §-SNACK? How t-+terrifying!” Billy 
said, shivering. 

“It's another CLUE!” 
Creepella said. “We must 
keep exploring the 





SOUEAKSPEARE MANSION \“ 


house. It’s so deliciously gloomy. Don’t you 
think so, BILLY?” 

Before the poor frightened mouse could 
answer, CREEPELLA grabbed one of his 
sleeves and dragged him out of the kitchen. 


MYSTERIES AND 


FAINTING SPELLS 





Before BILLY could argue, the sound of 
screeching music filled the air. The music 
ended on a SMRULL note that sounded 
like a crying cat. 

“A violinist!” Shivereen exclaimed. “Let's 
find him!” 

“Yes, let's find him!” Bitewing repeated. 
He did a somersaulf in the air. 

“Let’s find him,” Creepella agreed. She 
looked at the map of the house, but it was 
full of eraser marks. She tossed it aside. 

“But wh-why do we have to f-find him?” 
Billy asked, terrified. “Let's leave him in 
PEACE... whoever he is.” 


MYSTERIES AND FAINTING SPELLS 


But Creepella was already heading down a 


felererererelerererece) nem hallway. 





MYSTERIES AND FAINTING SPELLS 


They stopped in front of a door with a sign 
on it: 





“Billy, @era this door!” CREEPELLA 
demanded. 

“B-but it says...” 

“Don't let that S€ARE you,” she told 
him. “It’s your house, after all!” 

Billy gulped and opened the door to 
reveal...a room turned UpSide down! 
All of the FURNITURE was hanging 
from the ceiling! 


Everything ts t-t-turned 


“Psi 
: doy, 





: ~ MYSTERIES AND FAINTING SPELLS 


“It’s n-n-not possible!” Billy stuttered in 
shock. “Everything’s t-t-turned around.” 

Bitewing ZIGZAGGED in front of Billy, 
“Ha-ha! Tongue-tied again!” 

Billy turned PAL, “M-my head is 
s-spinning,” he said, and then he Painted. 

“Poor thing,” Shivereen said. “He didn’t 
realize it’s an illusion!” 

Creepella pointed to the floor. “A typical 
magician’s TRICK. MOABBORES reflect 
a drawing on the floor up onto the ceiling.” 

Bitewing giggled. “And he fell for it!” 

Creepella looked down at Billy. “Maybe 
there are some SM@LLINE $ALt$ in the 
bathroom,” she said. “Let’s carry him 
there.” 

In the bathroom, they found an old brass 
bathtub filled with swampy water. 

Shivereen dipped her paw into the tub. 


MYSTERIES AND FAINTING SPELLS 


“This water is 
BOILING HoT!” 
she shrieked., 

“Another CLUE.” Creepella 
said. “This house is not 
empty. Who would take a 
bath here?” 

“Him!” Bitewing giggled. 
stom (eltinteme mn yece <ergat) me), 

cold water 


and dumped it 


onto Billy's @ 


head. 


“Wake 





MYSTERIES AND FAINTING SPELLS 


But poor Billy had woken up just before 
the FREEZING water hit him. He stood 
up and sf LIPpEY7 on the wet floor. 
Bam! His snout hit the floor once more. 

“Billy, you need to GU7GPH all this 
fainting,” Creepella complained. “We have 
to go look for more CLUES!” 


v\\ wake You up/ 






poh! 





MYSTERIES AND FAINTING SPELLS 


Creepella and the others left the bathroom. 

Billy slowly sat up and rubbed his 
bruised whiskers. Suddenly, he realized he 
was RB ONB. 

“DON'T LeAVe M@ ALONE!” he yelled. 
“THIS H-HOUS€ SCARS M-M@!” Then he 
ram to catch up with Creepella, Shivereen, 
and Bitewing. 








Billy ran down the hallway and entered a 
dark bedroom. The BIGGEST thing in 
the room was a large wooden wardrobe. 

“Is anybody h-here?” he called out. 

Nobody answered. Billy turned to leave 
when he heard a loud squeak. He looked 
back to see the doors of the wardrobe open 
slowly. A faint light GLOWED inside, 
giving him a glimpse of a S€cPet PaSsaée. 

Billy screamed, 


“Adaaaaaaaaaahhnnnnnihll”” 


Creepella ran into the room. “Billy, why 
are you screaming?” 


THE BASEMENT 


Bitewing flew in. “Seriously, you're going 
to wear out your voice with all that 
SCREAMING,” he added. 

Billy picked up an old Lantern and 
shone it on the wardrobe. “It’s a secret 
passage. Look!” 


Wow! A Setref r 





Mttue nisw 


Creepella raised her left eyebrow. “Hmm. 
It’s a MEMBER, pamP, moldy secret passage.” 

Bitewing flew down the passageway. 
“There are stairs leading down to the 


SASL ey. 





ty, 


THE BASEMENT “ 


“Come quickly!” he called up to them. 
“It’s afmaziMg down here! Dark and 
damp and dusty! Just perfect!” 

“Ooh! Come on, let's go,” said Shivereen 
happily. 

Billy refused to budge. “NOY NO! No! 
I'm not going down there! There’s nothing 
you can say to convince me! This time I’m 
not moving an inch!” 

But Creepella pushed him into the 
wardrobe. The doors SLAMMEG shut 
behind them with a frightening bang. Billy 

had no choice — he had to follow her. 
They walked DOWN, DOWN, DOWN, until 
they came to the entrance of a 
MOB hidden in the darkness. 


Bae om 
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The Linen 
Closet 








Bitewing led them through the twisting, 
turning MOE. 

“Let’s go, Billy, mr2ove your DAws!” 
Creepella scolded. 

Billy followed reluctantly. Soon they came 
to a new door marked with a strange sign. 





Tue Linen Cioser 9 


The door opened by itself with a sinister 





Suddenly, a puff of air as old as a 
US breath blew out the lantern. 

Now they could see a strange GLOW 
coming from the center of the room. The 
light came from underneath a large sheet 
covering a table and chairs. 

Billy felt a shiver from the top of his ears 
to the tip of his tail. 

“Wh-what’s under the sh-sheet?” he 
stammered. 

CREEPELLA walked up to the table. “Let’s 
find out!” she shouted. 

Billy ran to stop her as she grabbed the 
SHOE, ready to pull it off the table. . . . 
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TWELVE 
GHOSTS... 


Pius ONE? 





“This is too much!” Billy shouted. “I’M 
FAINTINE!” 

His snout hit the floor once again. When 
he opened his eyes, he saw an incredible 
sight. Twelve ghosts were seated at the 
table, including a dog, a spider, and a 
mosquito! Each one of the ghosts glared 
at the intruders. 

Creepella was so NAPPY. Her search for 
ghosts was over at last! 

“So nice to meet you,” she said. “Can you 
please tell me who you are?” 

“Y-yes,” Billy stuttered. “Wh-who are 
you?” 


Twetve Ghosts... PLus One? \“ ' 


A tall, thin ghost with his nose in the air 
was the first to speak. 

“T am Simon Snootysnout, the butler of 
Squeakspeare Mansion,” he said in a 
SN°bbY voice. “It is my duty to inform you 
that we do not allow intruders of any kind 
here. You may not stay here. LEAVE! 
DEPART! VAMOOSE! GET OUT! 
sHOO!” 

He floated around Creepella and the 
others, making Billy tremble with fright. 

“How RUDE!” Creepella replied with a 
huff. “This is Billy’s house, and we are his 
guests. You are the ones HAUNTING 
this house. Why don’t you leave?” 

“Show a little respect!” the butler replied. 
“We don't haunt this house. We live here. 
This is our home, whether your like it or 
not!” 














: ~ Twelve GHosts...PLus Ove? 


Billy turned white. “Maybe they’re right,” 
he whispered to Creepella. “We should go.” 

“Billy, don’t be ridiculous!” Creepella said 
firmly. “It’s your house, and you have the 
right to live here.” 

“But I don’t want to live in a house full of 
ghosts,” he replied, wringing his BO. 
“I just want a QUIET place where I can 

my next book.” 

Simon Snootysnout froze. “Book!” he 
exclaimed. “Does that mean you're a writer?” 

“Um... yes,” Billy admitted. 

The butler flew right in front of Billy's 
face. “A Writer? A writer?” 

“That's right,” Billy repeated. 

“A Writer?” the butler asked again. 
“Really?” 

“YES!" Billy shouted. 


Snootysnout turned to the other ghosts. 


Twetve Ghosts... PLus One? “ 


“Did you hear that? He’s a writer!” 

The ghosts began to d@WCe with joy 
around Billy. The poor mouse looked like he 
might FATNT again. 

“We've been waiting for this day for a 
century!” Snootysnout cried. 

Billy was GONFUSED. “What do you 
mean?” 

The butler snapped his fingers. “Dreamella, 
bring all of our notes here!” he ordered. 

The maid vanished. A moment later, she 
reappeared with a pile of 
that went all the way up to the ceiling! 

“These notes describe all of the records, 
events, SEEME TS, and mysteries of 
Squeakspeare Mansion,” the butler 
explained. He pointed at Billy dramatically. 
“We just need a famouse writer to transform 
them into a book of true TERROR!” 





Twetve Ghosts... PLus One? “ 


Billy gulped. “Actually, | have other things 
to do,” he said nervously. 

“Don't WORRY, Mr. Writer. It won't take 
very long,” replied Dreamella. “According to 
our calculations, you would only need to 
write about 754 volumes of 3,000 
pages each. That should only take about 
thirty years!” 

Billy gasped. 

Simon Snootysnout had a proposition for 
him. “If you promise to work hard on the 
BOOK, we would let you stay in the 
house. As long as...” 

“As long as?” Billy asked. 

“As long as .. .” the butler repeated. 

“As long as what?” Billy asked. 

“As long as the thirteenth ghost agrees!” 
the butler finished. 


~ Twetve GHosrs... PLus One? 


“AND WHO iS THE THigTEENTH GHOST? 


Creepella burst out impatiently. 

Arf, the ghost dog, floated up to Creepella 
and wagged his tail. 

“Arf will take you to the thirteenth ghost,” 
Dreamella said. “Follow him!” 

The dog barked and floated through the 
door at full speed. 


whe is the thirteenth ghost? 


£~ 





The dog left the linen closet and mar 


through the maze in the basement. 
He stopped in front of a purple 
door. Creepella opened it. 
The walls of the round 
room were filled with 







bookcases. Each shelf was 
STUFFED with books. 

“Brrr, it’s Cold in 
here!” Billy exclaimed 
with a shiver. 

“lL agree! | always say 
it’s too cold in here,” 
said a deep voice. 


~ Tue THIRTEENTH Ghost 


The voice came from a plump ghost with 
long, curly whiskers. He floated to a RuStY 
stove and smacked it with his walking stick. 

“This old WRECK of a stove doesn’t 
work properly,” he complained. “Hank! 
Come quickly!” 

The blacksmith ghost appeared in the 
room. “Still having problems with the stove, 
Mr. William?” he asked. 

Billy gasped. “William? You're WiLLiaw 
SaveaksPeare? My great-great-great-uncle 
William?” he asked in surprise. 

The ghost turned around and smiled. 
“Then you must be my great-great-great- 
nephew Billy! Well, tic£Je my whiskers, 
what a wonderful surprise! Come here and 
give me a hug.” 

Billy threw his arms around the ghost... 
and then [7(2(L04 snoutfirst onto the floor. 





NY phew! 


Gwe-me 2 hug/ 





William laughed. “Sorry, I forgot. We can’t 
touch!” 

Creepella cleared her throat. “I'm sorry to 
interrupt your Fami[¥ Peorion, but I have 
some interviews to do!” she snapped. 

“Interviews?” William asked. “Ah, | 
remember those. I was interviewed many 


oa 
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times after I won the Mysterious Valley 
Comedy Contest. Did you know that I won 
the famous Laugh Your Tail Off award 
seventeen years in a row?” 

“Fantastic!” Creepella exclaimed. “If you'd 
like to tell some jokes, I'll include them 
in the article I’m writing about ghosts.” 

“Of course!” William replied. “My 
GMOULISN jokes are guaranteed to make 
your whiskers twitch!” 

Then he winked at Billy. “What a lovely 
mouse you've chosen for a_ girlfriend, 
nephew. When are you getting married?” 

Billy looked more AFRA7P than when 
he had seen the ghosts. “M-m-married?” 

Creepella put her paw on his shoulder. 
“Don’t be such a StiCK-iN-tHE-MUD, Billy,” 
she said. “I think we make a good couple. 
What do you think, Shivereen?” 


’ * Tue THRreentH Ghost 


Shivereen got a dreamy, look on her face. 
“You're a couple from my DEEPEST 
nightmares,” she replied. “My favorite aunt 
and the writer who's dearest to my heart!” 

“Bouncing bookmarks! I don’t want to 
get married!” Billy squealed. 

“But you must,” insisted William. “At your 
age you're almost too moldy for /|/\/IAGL.” 

Bitewing zipped between them. “CREEPELLA 
VON CACKLEFUR married to a scaredy-mouse 
writer of POMANCE novels. Hee hee hee! 
That’s a joke,” he said gleefully. 

“| know better jokes than that,” William 
boasted. “Listen to these!” 





CLEANING AT 


MIDNIGHT 





Creepella wrote down Great-great-great- 
uncle William Squeakspeare’s Jokes. Then 
she interviewed all twelve of the other 
ghosts in the house. 

“Finally, | have enough material for my 
article!” she said happily. 


“Let's return to Cacklefur Castle! 


You must start Writing right away} 
Bitewing shrieked. 
Meanwhile, Billy brought all of his luggage 
into the house. 
First he put his clothes in a bedroom, Then 
he brought his books to the study. But there 


CLEANING AY MIDNIGHT “ ' 


was no room for them. It was filled 
to the brim with Tol|§ of paper, 
notepads, and STACKS AND STACKS 
of notebooks. 

The butler and maid 
appeared behind him. 

“Look!” cried Snootysnout, 
startling Billy. “These are all 
the NOGss you'll need to write the 
introduction to the book.” 

“Introduction?” Billy wondered. 

“Of course,” said Dreamella. “Let us know 
when you've finished, and we'll bring you 
the rest.” 

Billy was starting to get a BIRD feeling. 
“The rest?” 

“Why, these notes are just a start,” 
Dreamella told him. “In the basement there 
are 389 bookshelves full of notes, 1,755 





; » CLEANING AY MIDNIGHT 


chests full of notebooks, and 5,@46 rolls 
of paper! Aren't you excited?” 

Billy FALVTED on top of a pile of paper. 
That's where Creepella found him. 

“You've fainted again?” she asked with a 
sigh. 

William shook his head. “Ah, these young 
mice today. As soft as cream cheese!” 

When he came to, Billy decided he might 
as well help the ghosts write the history of 
Squeakspeare Mansion. After all, he was 
happy to live in his family home. There was 
just one small PROBLEM. He soon 


discovered that the thirteen ghosts liked to 


clean the house .. . at DOORTERE: 








Creepella’s article was published in the next 
issue of Tae Saivery News. \t was such a 
success that she decided to 
write a book. She wrote all 
about her adventure at 
Squeakspeare Mansion. 

“I'M FINISHED!” she cried, 
as she typed her last line. 
“Now it’s time for me to 
CONQVER the world of 
books!” 

“You have to find someone 
to Dublish it first,” 


Bitewing pointed out. 





A New Wairer! “ 


“Of course!” Creepella said. “And I have 
just the right rodent in mind. Are you ready 
to FLUTTER all the way to New Mouse City?” 

“Hee hee hee!” Bitewing laughed as he 
flapped around her desk. “I get it! You're 
talking about Geronimo Hilton. But are 
you sure he’s the right one? He’s a big 
searedy-mouse!” 

“Don’t worry,” Creepella said confidently. 
“I’m sure that even he won't be able to 
resist my GHILLING story. It’s a truly 
THRILLING tale!” 


THE EWD 


wo 


A THRILLING 
BESTSELLER! 


Can you guess? The book was a colossal 
SUCCESS! The publisher (that’s me, 
Geronimo Stilton) was flooded with 
FAN MAIL. The phone rang all the time. 
Everyone asked the same question: 


is Creepelly: , 
ane "5 MEX book coming 


re fantastic! 


ictures! 
They 
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A THRILLING c Z) BESTSELLER! 


I didn’t know how to answer. Then my 
cell phone rang, and it was CREEPELLA VON 
CACKLEFUR! 

“So, my deaf, did you like the story?” 
she squealed. 

I had to admit that even I had enjoyed her 
Scary story. 

“Congratulations, CREEPELLA!” I told her. 
“It’s a truly THRILLING bestseller!” 
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MEET MME 54 
MOREORWOOD 


If you liked this book, be sure to 
check out Creepellas next adventure! 


OWS ON3 009 


Ket Koy Au exey») 


Something is wrong with Gorgo, the monster 
in the moat of Cacklefur Castle! Creepelia 
discovers that he is lovesick for the monster 
Biobbina. who also happens to be a famous movie 
star. But when Creepelia writes Blobbina a love 
letter from Gorgo. she finds out Blobbina has 
disappeared! Creepella and Billy Squeakspeare 
head to Horrorwood to search for the missing 
Blobbina. Will they ever find her? 





Meet 


CREEPELLA VON CACKLEFUR, 


me Shen, have a lot of mouse 


friends, but none as Spooky as my friend 


CREEPELLA VON CACKLEFUR! She is an 

enchanting and MY$T@RIOUS mouse 

with a pet bat named 8 

YIKES! I'ma real mouse, but 

even | think CREEPELLA and her family are 
fascinating. | can’t wait for 

you to read all about CREEPELLA in these 

fa-mouse-ly Funny and spectacularly 


| 
Spooky tales! 
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MEET ME IN 
HORRORWOOD 
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|. Oozing moat 
2. Drawbridge 
3. Grand entrance 
4. Moldy basement 


5. Patio, with a view 
of the moat 


b. Dusty library 


7 Room for unwanted 
guests 


g. Mummy room 
9. Watehtower 
10. Creaking staircase 


Il. Banquet room 


12. Garage (for 
antique hearses) 


13. Bewitched tower 


If. Garden of 


Carnivorous plants 
; Stinky kitchen 


: Crotodile pool and 
piranha tank 


Creepella’s room 


' Tower of musky 
tarantulas 


Bitewing's tower 
(with antique 
contraptions) 
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THE KINGDOM 
OF FANTASY 








THE AMAZING 


PARADISE: VOYAGE: 
THE RETURN TO THE THE THIRD ADVENTURE 


IN THE KINGDOM 


KINGDOM OF FAN 
OF FANTASY = 








DEAR MOUSE FRIENDS, 
GOOD-BYE UNTIL 
THE NEXT BOOK! 
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